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TO THE YOUNG MEN AND WOMEN OF THE COLLEGES I HAVE 
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KEEPING THE TRYST AND WHOM THE FATHER WHO 
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WHO ARE BEING FASHIONED AFTER THE 
SIMILITUDE OF A PALACE: TO SUPERB 
YOUNG LIFE, THE HOPE OF THE FUTURE, 


I DEDICATE THIS BOOK. 


PRELUDE 


“For the wonder of each hour, 

Of the day and of the night, 

Hill and vale, and tree and flower, 
Sun and moon and stars of light, 
Lord of all, to thee we raise 

This our hymn of grateful praise.” 


I had been talking to sixty boys and girls, 
from ten to fifteen years of age, and I said 
to them: 

“Boys and girls, let’s see how many things 
we can think of about which Jesus talked.” 

To my amazement and delight there was 
a response—a very deluge of things. As I 
drew them out in the lesson it occurred to me 
as perhaps never before how our Lord talk- 
ed of the most ordinary things of our every- 
day-life—birds, trees, flowers, grass, fields, 
corn, wheat, soil, stony ground, good seed, 
lost boy, lost money, prayer, little children 
and friends. If our Lord thought it worth 
while to teach us lessons on these every-day 
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scenes and experiences, will it not be profit- 
able to us to meditate on His many good 
gifts to us? 


“For there is a part of the sun in the apple 
And a part of the moon in the rose. 
There is a part of the flaming Pleiades 
In every thing that grows. 
Out of the vast comes nearness, 
For the God whose love we sing 
Puts a little bit of his Heaven 
Into every living thing.” 


If the vast reaches of God’s love comes ta 
the poet from the flush of the apple and the 
scent of the rose, so it may come to each one 
of us if our hearts are receptive. 

It is true that some people’s emotions are 
atrophied, even as their arteries are hard- 
ened, but I can recall many people, who, 
though winter is upon their heads, have 
eternal springtime in their hearts. My aim 
has been to lift our thoughts from this great, 
wide, wonderful, beautiful world, up to the 
Giver. So shall we adore and praise and 
magnify His name for His wonderful love 


to us. E. W. R. 
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TREES 


“The righteous shall flourish like the palm tree.” 
Ps, 92112: 

DOWN the avenues of the centuries 

my soul is lured to the shades of the 

trees, underneath whose branches the 
idolatrous King Ahaz was wont to set up 
his images. We read that he burnt incense 
in high places on the hills and under every 
green tree. 

I have a fellow-feeling for Ahaz, for my 
heart, too, offers incense, but to the Father 
who made the trees. 

“Father, Thy hand hath reared these ven- 
erable columns; Thou didst weave this ver- 
dant roof.” 

The Bible story begins with a tree and a 
garden. “And the Lord God planted a gar- 
den eastward in Eden. And out of the 
ground made the Lord God to grow every 
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tree that is pleasant to the sight and good 
for food; the tree of life also in the midst of 
the garden, and the tree of knowledge of 
good and evil.” Gen. 2:8-9. 

In the last chapter of Revelation we are 
told of the Tree of Life, whose leaves are 
for the healing of the nations. In many of 
the intervening chapters of the Bible we are 
told about trees. In Judges 9:8 we read an 
allegory—‘‘the trees went out to choose and 
anoint a King over them.” Some of Sol- 
omon’s three thousand proverbs were about 
trees, and he says, “I made me orchards and 
gardens and I planted trees in them of all 
kinds of fruits.” 


“He who plants a tree, plants love, 
Tents of coolness, spreading out above 
Wayfarers he may never live to see. 
Gifts that grow are best, 
Hands that plant are blest, 
Plant, God does the rest.” 
—Lucy Larcom 


In Ps. 96:12 we read, ‘“Then shall all the 
trees rejoice before the Lord, for He cometh 
to judge the earth; He shall judge the earth 
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with righteousness and the people with His 
truth.” 

“Abraham planted a grove in Beersheba 
and called there on the name of the Lord, 
the everlasting God.”—Gen. 21:33. 

Trees were made to glorify God: “let 
them praise the Lord; mountains and all 
hills, fruitful trees, and all cedars.” 

—Ps. 148:9. 

God has never liked to see his trees ruth- 
lessly destroyed. The Hebrews were for- 
bidden to destroy the trees of their enemies. 
“For the tree of the field is man’s life.” 

—Deut. 20:19. 

So many interesting incidents in the Bible 
are associated with trees; Abraham and 
Sarah entertained the angel under the oak, 
Gen. 18:8. Deborah, Rebecca’s nurse, was 
buried under an oak tree. The angel ap- 
peared to Gideon under a tree. As Elijah 
lay and slept under the juniper tree when he 
was blue and dejected an angel touched him 
. and said: “Arise and eat.’’—1 Kings 19:5. 

Moses with a fallen tree sweetened the 
bitter waters of Marah. 
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Different kinds of trees are mentioned in 
the Bible; almond, ash, apple, bay, cedar, 
chestnut, cyprus, fig, fir, juniper, myrtle, 
mustard, oak, palm, pine, olive, sycamore, 
willow and others. 

We read in Jude of trees whose fruits 
withereth, without fruit, twice dead, plucked 
up by the roots. Every tree is known by its 


fruits. “Unless the tree blossoms in the 
spring we will look in vain for fruit in the 
autumn.” “Every tree that bringeth not 


forth good fruit is hewn down and cast into 
the fire.” 

There is an enchantment that comes to 
me as I walk among the trees that are mir- 
rored in my memory. It is a veritable magic 
forest. Among them is an avenue of live oak 
trees in New Orleans, said to be a thousand 
years old. Along Government Avenue in 
Mobile, Alabama, there are three rows of 
trees; the great magnolia, with its creamy 
bell-shaped blossoms swinging in the air like 
censers of incense; the holly with its red 
berries; the mammoth oaks—all giving 
cooling shade, which someone calls “God’s 
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hospitality.” There is an old tree in Athens, 
Georgia, that has twenty feet of ground 
deeded to it. There was a tree in Old 
Mexico, nineteen feet in diameter and two 
hundred feet high. It was a sapling when 
Columbus discovered America. It has with- 
stood fourteen strokes of lightning, but it is 
slowly dying now from beetles—symbolic to 
us of the pesky little sins that will under- 
mine and destroy the strongest life, if they 
are not rooted out. There is a magnificent 
tree in Donavan, Iowa, which was planted 
the day Abraham Lincoln was assassinated. 

Many rows of trees have been planted in 
memory of our soldiers—they are called 
“Roads of Remembrance.” Thoreau says 
“So high as a tree aspires to grow, so high 
will it find an atmosphere suited to it.” The 
tall pine tree with its slender trunk and 
bushy top, Robert Louis Stevenson called “a 
vegetable giraffe,’ and Mark Twain said, 
“Tt’s like a feather duster on a long pole.” 

The tall evergreens remind us of immor- 
tality. 
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“There changeless all the seasons through, 
That green cathedral lifts its spire, 

The first to catch the morning dew, 
The last to hold the evening fire.” 


What a dazzling sight in winter to look 
out on trees covered with ice and snow. The 
earth looks like a fairy-land. 


“Every pine and fir and hemlock 
Wore ermine too dear for an earl, 
And the poorest twig on the elm tree 

Was ridged inch deep in pearl.” 


The top leaves of the English holly tree 
do not have thorns, and Southey wrote: 


“Gentle among my friends I’d be 
Like the high leaves of the holly tree.” 


The poets all love trees. Joyce Kilmer 
poured out his rich young life in Flanders, 
but he left the world a wealth of beauty in 
his matchless poem: 


“T think that I shall never see 

A poem lovely as a tree, 

A tree whose hungry mouth is pressed 
Close ’gainst earth’s sweetly flowing breast. 
A tree that looks at God all day 

And lifts its leafy hands to pray, 

A tree that may in summer wear 
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A nest of robins in her hair. 

Upon whose brow the snows have lain, 
Who intimately lives with rain, 
Poems are made by fools like me, 

But only God can make a tree.” 

The American Tree Association has sent 
thousands of seeds of the best American fir, 
spruce, pine, locust and cypress trees to de- 
vastated France, with the hope that these 
trees may be forever as a standing army of 
friendship between France and America. 

A sacred part of France, where giant trees 
once stood, belongs to America. Belleau 
Wood Association bought the ground where 
our Marine brigade broke the German line in 
July 1918 and General Foch pulled down the 
French colors and the American flag was 
hoisted to wave over that spot through all 
the coming years. Young trees have sprung 
from the old roots and will stand as sentinels 
over our dead. 

We think, too, of the cruel tree on Calvary 
—the cross tree. It is the sight of Calvary 
that melts the hardened heart. The beloved 
Southern poet, Sidney Lanier, has immor- 
talized his name by his poem: 
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“Into the woods my Master went, 

And He was clean forspent; 

Into the woods my Master came, 
Forspent with love and shame. 

The olive trees were not blind to Him, 
The little gray leaves were kind to Him, 
The thorn tree had a mind to Him, 

When into the woods He came. 

Out of the woods my Master went, 

And He was well content. 

Out of the woods my Master came, 
Content with death and shame. 

When Death and Shame would woo Him last, 
From under the trees they drew Him last, 
*Twas on a tree they slew Him last, 
When out of the woods He came.” 


We feel within our hearts the truth of the 
saying “Man is a tree whose roots are in the 
sky.” Do we not, then, need to pray Edwin 
Markham’s prayer: 


“Teach me, Father, how to be 
Kind and patient as a tree. 
Joyfully the crickets croon 

Under the shady oak at noon; 
Beetle on his mission bent 
Tarries on that cooling tent. 

Let me also, cheer a spot, 
Hidden field, or garden grot— 
Place where passing souls can rest 
On the way, and be their best.” 


II 
BOOKS 


“Be ye transformed by the renewing of your 
minds.” 


ACON said “If I might control the lit- 
Bae of the home I would guarantee 
the welfare of the church and state.” 
Someone else has said, “A chapter a day 
keeps the dead line away.” They do not 
stale nor grow old who read good books. 
The president of a great insurance company 
in New York City was asked to speak at a 
banquet on the subject: ‘““What caused the 
late, World War?” He arose and said, “A 
bad thought.” A bad thought set the world 
on fire. We have laws to protect us from 
the milk bottle at the back door, but do we 
have laws to protect us from what enters 
the front door to feed the mind? Yet the 
one only injures the body, while the other 
corrupts the soul. It is a gratifying thing 
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to know of the agitation going on in New 
York State against making the mails a 
sewer for unclean literature. Let the good 
work go on until every American home is 
safe-from this flood of vileness. 

A home is not a home that does not pro- 
vide for the intellectual and spiritual needs 
of children, as well as their bodily wants. It 
is always incongruous to me to go into a 
home furnished with Oriental rugs and silk 
draperies and find a dearth of reading mat- 
ter. It shows plainly that the people are 
starving their souls while surfeiting their 
bodies. I was once in a new country home. 
The man who lived there told me that the 
house cost ten thousand dollars. It was just 
a house. I was there four days and found 
nothing to read but the Bible and a poultry 
journal. I knew more about buff cochins 
when I left there than I ever knew before. 
There was a fourteen year old boy in that 
home who had never heard of David Liv- 
ingstone. I felt like I wanted to make an 
old fashioned motto to frame and hang on 
the wall, “Do not sin against the child.” 
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- “Books keep the soul of the world alive. 
Books are the flames that light the way to 
some God-illumined day.” Paul said, “Be ye 
transformed by the renewing of your 
minds.” Have you ever known the trans- 
formation of a life by the reading of a book? 
I have, more than one. I know a strong, no- 
ble, upright man who forty years ago in his 
early manhood was surely heading towards 
a life of dissipation-and crime. A friend gave 
him the Life of John B. Gough to read. The 
flaming, fiery words of that redeemed soul 
were like a danger signal to this young man, 
and he was wholly changed in life and 
thought and purpose. 

The true university of these days is a col- 
lection of books. Carlyle says “Books are 
embalmed minds. My books are friends 
that never fail me.” Channing says: “Books 
are the true levelers. They give to all who 
faithfully use them the society, the spiritual 
presence, of great minds of the race.” 

Emerson says: “We grizzle every day—I 
see no need of it. Whilst we converse with 
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what is above us we do not grow old, but 
grow young.” 

Thus we see he makes good reading the 
fountain of youth. 

What an inestimable privilege it is to have 
the souls of these great men and women in 
our homes, for these books contain the 
“thought children” of their brains. Isn’t it 
strange that when we have the privilege of 
walking with these high souls we should 
prefer to grovel? When our minds are 
empty our souls know neither beauty nor 
sympathy and we become as burdensome as 
the children of Israel in the wilderness eat- 
ing manna without thought. They wist not 
what it was, no, nor cared, provided they 
had it. Only Moses saw the vision. 

A teacher in Indiana told me she could al- 
ways tell the boys and girls of earnest mis- 
sionary mothers. ‘They have a clear concep- 
tion of the far-off countries, the habits and 
customs of strange people and the world’s 
great need, by hearing these questions dis- 
cussed in their own homes. Yes, our chil- 
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dren reflect our very thought life as they go 
out into the world. 

Biography is so stimulating and alluring 
to young people. The life of Dr. A. L. Shel- 
ton will thrill the heart of any young man 
with its daring and heroism. 

The life of A. McLean ought to be in 
every Christian home. The church of 
Christ owes a great debt of gratitude to this 
noble man. His self-sacrifice makes us blush 
for shame who love the easy places and the 
luxuries of life. For thirty-nine years he 
gave his life for the missionary task. He 
was a man who could lift up his face without 
spot; his soul was fed from the fires eternal; 
his life was clearer than the noon day. I’ve 
seen pictures and read of alpine guides, 
great strong rugged men with heavy staffs— 
and they are bound to their followers by 
ropes. I think of A. McLean as the alpine 
guide of his brethren in Christ. He went on 
before—and led us on and up and out to- 
ward the hill country of the eternal God. He 
went away to behold the Father’s face with 
the jubilate on his lips. 
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Jean Kenyon MacKenzie tells that every 
missionary is spinning out his vitals across 
the continents to tell of Jesus. These mis- 
sionaries out of their busy lives write books 
in their eagerness for us to. know condi- 
tions. They tell of the sweep and thrill and 
majesty of the on-coming kingdom of our 
Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. Sometimes. 
we read them and sometimes we don’t. I 
asked a mother of three boys if she had read 
a certain one of these books. “Oh no, I can’t 
bear to read, it seems such a waste of time— 
Ud ‘rather ‘tat,’ ”’ 

She reminded me of a facetious remark 
someone made: “You can’t educate a grass- 
hopper—he’s too busy hopping.” 

There are some great books coming out 
now on most vital themes—themes that af- 
fect the whole human race: “Interracial Re- 
lationships;” “Child Labor;?7>=ihe Out 
Lawry of War.” These writers are sending 
out their warnings with deep concern for 
humanity. 


BOOKS 25 


Prayer 


Our Father, we bless thee that every one is 
known to Thee by name. No one is hid and lost in 
the crowd. Thou callest thy sheep and leadest 
them out. May our ears be quick to hear thy voice 
and know it. Today at our common toil we shall 
hear Thee saying, “Follow me.” 

May we store our minds with things that are 
true and lovely and of good report; may we think 
thy thoughts after Thee, O God. May we delight 
in thy word. For Jesus’ sake. 


III 


HOW TO PRAY 


“But thou, when thou prayest, enter into thy 
closet, and when thou hast shut thy door, pray to 
thy Father which is in secret, and thy Father which 
he in secret shall reward thee openly.” Matt. 6: 

ESUS gives his followers explicit direc- 
tions as to how to pray. 

One time, with a small group of young 
college men, this scripture was our lesson. 
The quick, apt responses from these young 
men on the subject of “secret prayer” were 
revelations to me. It was a time of soul- 
searching and of vows made known only to 
the Father who seeth in secret. I called 
them “Secret Service Men.” They liked 
the name and so have hundreds of others in 
colleges where I have visited. 

It is not an organization; no roster, no 
audible pledge; just a spiritual assent to 
meet the Master behind the closed door. 
The closet is the trysting place of power. 

26 


HOW TO PRAY 27 


Lowell said, “If chosen souls were never 
left alone, in deep mid silence, opened doors 
toward God, no greatness had ever been 
dreamed or done.” 

“Search me, O God, and know my heart; 
try me and know my thoughts.” Ps. 139:23. 
Association with Him is so blessed that the 
whole being responds. “In thy presence is 
fulness of joy, and at thy right hand are 
pleasures evermore.” 

The men and women who go into that 
secret place come out with faces that shine. 
They looked unto the Lord and were light- 
ened and their faces were not ashamed. 

“And when He had sent the multitude 
away, he went up into a mountain to pray. 
And when the evening was come he was 
there alone.” 

Yes, it is good to celebrate the sacrament 
of silence, to be alone with God. Have a 
half hour dedicated solely to the things of 
the spirit and it will make audible to you the 
still small voice of God. 
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“Breathe through the heat of our desire 

Thy coolness and Thy balm; 

Let sense be dumb, let flesh retire, 

Speak through the earthquake, wind and fire, 
O still small voice of calm.” 


Such communion will teach us more truth 
and duty than can all the sages. You will 
be stronger for it, more composed in mind, 
more certain in aim, sweeter and more pa- 
tient in temper. You can go out into the 
crowded ways of life confident of His pres- 
ence, protection and power. 

In communing and talking with our God 
He becomes the Great Companion and no 
life can be sad or lonely with His compan- 
ionship. 


“Speak to Him, for He hears, 

And spirit with spirit can meet. 
Closer is He than breathing 

And nearer than hands and feet.” 


“A breath of prayer in the morning and the morn- 
ing life is sure. 

A breath of prayer in the evening and the evening 
blessing comes. 

So our life is redeemed from destruction.” 


Tennyson says, “Prayer is the sluice way 
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between our little tributary and the great 
ocean where the sea gathers together and 
flows at full tide.” 

He will give grace and glory and no good 
thing will be withheld from them that walk 
uprightly. We draw from no stagnant pool, 
but from the limitless supply of heaven. 
Every home should be a house of prayer. 
Prayer sets the sentinels at the doors that 
keep the light shining in the heart and that 
throw the canopy of God’s providence over 
the place where dwell a father, mother and 
children. 

Family worship is the beginning of social 
religion; the father was the first priest; the 
heart the first altar; the mother and chil- 
dren the first worshipping congregation, and 
the structure which sheltered them the first 
church. The home is the world’s holy of 
holies. In the nature and expression of 
true religion its place is primary and unique. 
May the Lord Christ be a welcome guest in 
all our homes. 

I have committed to memory and said 


30 ALTAR SONGS 


over and over this helpful prayer of Whit- 
tier’s, till it seems my very own: 


“Dear God and Father of Mankind 
Forgive our feverish ways; 
Reclothe us with our rightful mind, 
In purer love Thy service find, 

In deeper reverence praise. 

In simple trust like theirs who heard 
Beside the Syrian sea 

The gracious calling of our Lord. 
Let us, like them, without a word 
Rise up and follow Thee. 

Drop thy still dews of quietness 
Till all our strivings cease. 

Take from our souls the strain and stress 
And let our ordered lives confess 
The beauty of Thy peace. 


Flowers 

Money 

Old Age 
“Our Father” 


IV 


FLOWERS 
“Consider the lilies.” Matt. 6:28, 29. 


ESUS, sitting on the mountain side, with 
the beauty of earth and sky all about 
Him, spoke these words to His disciples: 

“Why take ye thought for raiment? Con- 
sider the lilies of the field how they grow; 
they toil not, neither do they spin, and yet I 
say unto you, that even Solomon in all his 
glory was not arrayed like one of these.” 
The lily is mentioned in the Bible four- 
teen times. Solomon, in building the house 
of the forest of Lebanon and the house of 
Pharaoh’s daughter, sent to Tyre for Hiram, 
the widoew’s son, who was “filled with wis- 
dom and understanding and cunning to 
work all things in brass.” ‘And he made 
two chapiters of molten brass to set upon the 
tops OP thermmmars: )): | S|.) and upon 
the tops of the pillars was lily work.” And 
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he made a molten sea to contain two thou- 
sand baths and the brim thereof was 
wrought like the brim of a cup with flowers 
of lilies.” This was fifteen hundred years be- 
fore Christ. 

According to the legend, in 415 A. D. an 
angel appeared to Clovis, the first Christian 
king of France, and bestowed upon him a 
fleur-de-lis. From that time it was consid- 
ered the emblem of royalty in France, to 
which country is due its preservation until 
modern times. 

“Consider the lily,” said Jesus. Of what 
will it teach us? Of the Heavenly Father’s 
care. God made it, therefore it is His. His 
sun warms it, His rain moistens it, His earth 
feeds it. He gave the lily a garment more 
beautiful than any textile of man’s making. 
Consider the lily as an illustration of the 
frailty of human life. The wind passes over 
it and it is gone. It fades before the first 
breath of winter, but the lily will live again; 
the spirit of spring enters the earth and the 
lilies are born again. 

So we learn the lesson of eotaltty 
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from the lily. If God so cares for the flow- 
ers, how much more for His children, the 
hairs of whose heads he numbers! 

“Spring unlocks the flowers to paint the 
laughing soil.” 

God said: “I will be as the dew unto Israel: 
he shall grow as the lily and cast forth his 
roots as Lebanon.” Hosea 14:5. In Sol- 
omon’s song he exclaims: “My beloved is 
mine, he feedeth among the lilies. His 
' cheeks are as a bed of spices, as sweet flow- 
ers, his lips like lilies, dropping sweet-smell- 
ing myrrh.” Jesus was the “Lily of the Val- 
ley,” the “Rose of Sharon.” 

The rose is mentioned only twice in the 
Bible, yet it is called the “Queen of Flowers.” 

Flowers! “God’s undertones of encourage- 
ment to the children of men.” Mingo Park, 
the great traveler and explorer, sank down 
in the desert to die, but seeing a flower near 
by he got up with new courage and traveled 
on to safety. Martin Luther always had a 
flower on his desk for inspiration. I knew a 
country doctor whose wife pinned a fresh 
flower in the lapel of his coat twice every 
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day, through long years of his ministering. 
He said the flowers helped to heal the sick. . 


“God spake, and from the arid scene 
Sprang rich and verdant bowers; 
Till all the earth was soft with green. 

He smiled, and there were flowers.” 


I once knew of a mother who led her little 
boy out from a hot tenement house to the 
edge of a beautiful park. “All the earth was 
soft with green,” but there was a sign “Keep 
off the grass.” ‘The little half-sick child sat 
down on a hard bench, his tired feet red and 
cracked and sore. He looked wistfully up at 
his mother and said: “Mother, will there be 
any signs in Heaven, ‘Keep off the Grass?’ ” 
We know there will not be; the blessed Lord 
will lead that little child into the green pas- 
tures and beside the still waters. I wish I 
could lay this lesson on the heart of every 
Park Commissioner in the world. 


“T asked the flowers as they grew 

So rich and lovely in their hue— 

‘What makes your lives so pure and bright?’ 
They answered, ‘Looking toward the light.’” 
O secret dear, said heart of mine, 

God meant my life to be like thine, 

Purer, holier and more bright 

By simply looking toward the light.” 
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There is a sweet lesson for us. Keep our 
faces toward the light and the shadows will 
all fall behind. Light is a great purifier, a 
health giver. Let’s open the windows of our 
souls as we do the windows of our homes 
and let the fresh breath of Heaven blow 
through. It will kill every germ of jealousy, 
envy, malice, hatred. These detestable 
things can not thrive where there is pure, in- 
vigorating air. 

“We can never dwell in shadow 
If our souls be full of light; 


Let the brightness of our being 
Make the whole wide world bright.” 


“The world is full of roses 
And the roses full of dew, 

And the dew is full of Heavenly Love 
That drips for me and you.” 

I once taught this verse to a class of boys 
and girls. “Oh, yes, drips like sugar water 
out in Kimmel’s sugar camp,” exclaimed a 
boy quickly, half abashed, as if he had said 
the wrong thing. I saw that boy forty 
years afterward; he told me he had never 
forgotten the lesson of the “Heavenly Love 
that drips,” and he always associated it with 
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the sugar camp. A seed thought like that in 
the heart of a child will bear fruits of joy 
and gladness so long as life lasts. 

Said Gene Stratton Porter: 


“Sometimes I think a pure white flower 
A holy sign must be; 

Some day, mayhap, I’ll gather one 
And set its mark on me. 

Sometimes I think a butterfly 
A sacred symbol bright; 

Some day, mayhap, I’ll lure me one 
And worship with delight. 

Sometimes I think a flying bird 
Is just a soul set free; 

Some day, mayhap, I’ll capture one 
To wing my flight for me.” 


The world is poorer since that sweet 
singer is gone from us. A pure white 
flower of a blameless life was set on her as a 
holy sign. Every contribution she made 
with her pen from her great heart has en- 
riched and blessed the world, and now 


“In a nobler, sweeter song 
She sings God’s power to save.” 


When I first saw a field of Texas blue 
bonnets I thought the sky had dropped her 
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soft blue blanket down and covered the 
ground. The blue bonnet is the state flower 
of ‘Texas and is used always in decorations, 
The Daughters of the Confederacy have tak- 
en for their symbolic design this lovely little 
Texas flower. The flower is precious to me. 
A little ten-year-old “Billy Boy” of Texas 
painted a blue bonnet picture for me and 
had it framed. I am sending it to my grand- 
children in Africa to hang in their pretty 
blue room out in Congo, and telling them the 
story that will bind their hearts to the blue 
fields and to my Billy Boy friend. 

I once saw in Tennessee twelve acres of 
peonies in bloom—a ravishing sight. I was 
in Georgia once in peach-blooming time. It 
looked as if the whole state were having a 
Pink Tea. 

One Easter Day I spoke in a colored 
church. All around the altar were potted 
hyacinths; at one side was a bouquet of two 
dozen American Beauty Roses. I never saw 
a church more lovely. I sat there wishing 
I might have the roses for a dying soldier 
boy I was soon to see. At the close of my 
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address the minister arose and introduced 
one of the women, and she, in a most felici- 
tous speech, presented me with the flowers. I 
took them in my arms. I think I had never 
had-so costly a bouquet. ‘The young white 
man received the flowers on Tuesday and on 
Wednesday eve his spirit winged its flight to 
the land of never withering flowers. 

We have the “Rose of Sharon,’—all our 
years we've known its fragrance and beauty, 
which have hallowed our lives, and away 
yonder are people who have never heard His 
name, dying without God. Shall we not has- 
ten to send to them this “Rose of Sharon?” 

“He who would have beautiful roses in his 
garden must first have beautiful roses in 
his heart.” 

Mine has been a flower-strewn path— 
many, many thorns, too, but I bless the hand 
“that wove into the et of my years the 
cypress and the rue.’ 

Now my mind runs to and fro into ade 
dreds of homes and gardens; the aroma of 
sweet-scented flowers is with me. 
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“Across the garden space 
A fragrance blows. 
I know the darkness holds 
Somewhere a rose. 
The garden of my dreams 
Is fragrant too, 
And as the night holds the rose 
My heart holds you.” 
—Anna S. Twitchell 


Prayer 


Dear Father, we do thank thee for this beautiful 
world which thou hast given us; may we see the 
manifestation of thy great love for us in all thy 
handiwork. We praise Thee for the fragrant mem- 
ories we have of homes that have sheltered us. 
Bless every one of them, we pray Thee; be an abid- 
ing presence with all our loved friends, sweeten 
every joy and lessen every sorrow. Help us all to 
dwell in the secret place of the Most High and may 
the shadow of the Almighty be our covering de- 
fense. We ask in Jesus’ name. 


Vv 
MONEY 


“The silver is mine and the gold is mine saith the 
Lord of Hosts.” 

ONEY! Money! Who’s got the 
money? God has entrusted fifteen 
billion of it to the Christian people 

ofthe United States and as “stewards” they 
will one day be required to give an account- 
ing. A Christian’s hourly conviction about 
all his property should be that he is a stew- 
ard for God, remembering that “it is the Lord 
thy God that giveth thee power to get 
wealth.” Deut. 8:18. Among the rough 
tests of the genuineness of our religion, 
none is so sure as is our habit of giving. 
The old Jewish law required that one- 
tenth be given to the Lord.. Our govern- 
ment exempts fifteen per cent from our in- 
come tax for benevolences, presuming that 
at least we give that much. But we twen- 
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tieth century Christians have a sort of, “Go 
as you please” method of giving, although 
the New Testament is very explicit in its 
teaching on the subject. Dr. Eaton used to 
say, “some men give according to their 
means, and some according to their mean- 
ness.” 

A woman complained to me that they did 
not like their preacher because he talked 
money too much. I said, “Do you know 
that our Lord spoke oftener to men about 
their attitude toward money than upon any 
other subject?” 

Sixteen of the thirty-eight Parables are 
about money and giving is spoken of in the 
New Testament more than a hundred times. 
“He that giveth to the poor lendeth to the 
Lord.” That is, his spending is an invest- 
ment on which he draws interest forever. 
The Paymaster never fails. Because Jesus 
knew how subtle the influence of the love of 
money was upon the hearts of mankind, he 
said to his disciples: “Verily I say unto you 
that a rich man shall hardly enter into the 
Kingdom of Heaven. And again I say unto 
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you: It is easier for a camel to go thru the 
eye of a needle than for a rich man to enter 
into the Kingdom of God.” Matt. 19—mean- 
ing that it is hard for a man of great wealth 
to become a humble self-sacrificing follower 
of Him who said: “If any man would come 
after me, let him deny himself and take up 
his cross and follow me.” 

Jesus did not say it was impossible but 
how hard it would be, for he knew the temp- 
tations that would come with great wealth 
and how men would be led to put their 
trust in riches rather than in the living God. 
It was the snare of his great possessions that 
stole from Christ the soul of the rich young 
man, whom to see was to love. 

Three of the Gospel writers wrote the 
story of this rich young man who had been 
ensnared by the deceitfulness of riches. 
Mark says he went away grieved because he 
had great possessions. He was at the point 
where he had to choose between his money 
and his Lord. “They that will be rich fall 
into temptation and a snare.” 

I knew a man who made his life one con- 
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stant grind for money. He turned not 
only his youth but his later years into a per- 
petual slavery to acquire property. He grew 
hard in heart so that he oppressed the poor 
as he would not have done in his earlier 
years. He alienated his family by his pen- 
uriousness. This man lost interest in his 
home, save as it was a place to eat and 
sleep; he had no civic pride, would not con- 
tribute to a church, a lecture course, a chau- 
tauqua, a play-ground fund; nothing ap- 
pealed to him but gold. 

He called preachers, hypocrites; doctors, 
grafters; merchants, cheaters; and farmers 
dishonest. He lived friendless in a beauti- 
ful community of good people. Then one 
day the summons came for him to give an 
accounting, and he would have given these 
grafters all his gold if they could have pro- 
longed his life. 

“Lo, this is the man that made not God 
his strength but trusteth in the abundance of 
his riehiess 4 Ps. 52:7. 

When we see a man like this we think 
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James Whitcomb Riley was right when he 
said: 


“T’ve half way struck the notion 
Thinkin’ of wealth and sich, 

There’s nothin’ much patheticer 
Than jest bein’ rich.” 


All these warnings against the sin of cov- 
etousness are not directed just to those 
‘who have great wealth, for a man with a 
few thousand can be just as selfish, and so 
we all need to take heed: “Beware of covet- 
ousness for it is idolatry.” 

It is good that much thought is being given 
in recent years to tithing, although it is but 
the kindergarten of stewardship; it is the 
starting point, not the goal. 

It is interesting to know that the large 
givers—John D. Rockefeller, Mrs. Russell 
Sage, Wm. Colgate and others began 
tithing very early in life. The very first 
money John D. Rockefeller earned, his 
mother taught him to give a tenth to the 
Lord. That is the way he learned to give 
millions. The primary object of tithing is 
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not to get money, it is to build character, and 
youth is the time for that. The corner-stone 
of all character building worthy of the name 
is a deeply implanted sense of responsibility 
to God. Teaching that responsibility in 
theory only very often is evanescent; reduc- 
ing it to a practice by tithing which can be 
done by the youngest makes it permanent. 
We often forget what we are taught, we 
never forget what we practice. It is the 
universal experience that the person who be- 
gins the tithe grows in vision and grace. 

There is before my mind the picture of a 
judge—not an unjust judge—and his family, 
who are administering with one heart and 
purpose upon their own estate, thus reaping 
a double blessing by- witnessing while here 
in the flesh the fruits of their giving. I know 
no happier family. The atmosphere of their 
home reflects this spirit of generosity and 
love. They exemplify the truth of the Mas- 
ter’s saying: “It is more blessed to give than 
to receive.” 
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“We might all give more than we do, 

And not be one whit the worse, 

It was never yet loving that emptied the heart, 
Or giving that emptied the purse.” 


Prayer 


Dear Heavenly Father, help us to realize that 
“The earth is the Lord’s and the fullness thereof.” 
Give us wisdom to recognize thy ownership and 
our stewardship. So fill our hearts with thy love 
that we may be able to recognize all men as 
brothers. Take away that spirit of greed from our 
hearts so that we will have no desire to wrong a 
fellow-man for the sake of gain. Make us strong 
to do thy will in all things, for Jesus’ sake. 


VI 


OLD AGE 


“T will never leave thee nor forsake thee.” 


“It is not years that make us young or old 
Save as the outward forms are told; 

The swift years come, then quick depart, 
But age or youth is in the heart.” 


MIEL, the Swiss philosopher, says: 
A “To know how to grow old is the 

master work of wisdom, and one of 
the most difficult chapters in the great art of 
living.” 

If we could only realize that every day we 
are making ourselves just what we will be 
when we are old, we might be more careful 
of our thoughts and actions. We are form- 
ing our habits every day of our lives. That 
is easy enough, but try to break yourself of 
a habit and it is like being flayed alive. The 
human heart is to the person what the kernel 
of the seed is to a plant. It determines 
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whether the seedling will grow into an oak 
tree or a pigweed. The heart is the source 
and spring of life; no man can live a noble 
life who neglects his deeper nature. 


“Age is a quality of mind; 

If you have left your dreams behind,— 
If hope is cold; 

If you no longer look ahead, 

If your ambition’s fires are dead, 
Then you are old. 


But if from life you take the best, 
And if in life you keep the jest— 
If love you hold; 

No matter how the years go by, 
No matter how the birthdays fly, 
You are not old.” 


Some people pull back, like a colt on a hal- 
ter, when you talk of growing old. But 
come on in, the water’s fine. Think of Oliver 
Wendell Holmes romping with the boys at 
eighty. Gladstone won some of his greatest 
triumphs after he was four-score. Victor 
Hugo was considered an old man when he 
produced some of the greatest marvels of 
literature. A great-grandmother entered an 
agricultural college in Missouri last fall. A 
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friend of mine of seventy-three years con- 
ducted a party on a world tour in 1924. 

Martin Luther said: “When I rest, I rust;” 
too many people just stop and rust out. 

Nothing parches the soul and dries the 
blood like selfishness. Many of our fresh 
springs are in social contacts. In forgetting 
ourselves and living for others we find the 
true source of abiding happiness. 


“T looked upon a sea, 

And lo, ’twas dead, 

Although by Hermon’s snows 
And Jordan fed. 

How came a fate so dire? 
The tale’s soon told. 

All that it got it kept 

And fast did hold. 


All tributary streams 

Fouad there their grave; 
Because that sea received 
But never gave. 

O, Sea that’s dead! teach me 
To know and feel 

That selfish grasp and greed 
My doom may seal. 


And help me, Lord, my best, 
My life to give. 

That I may others bless 
And like Thee live.” 
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They that be planted in the house of the 
Lord shall bring forth fruit in old age. “His 
leaf also shall not wither.” That seems to 
be an antidote to the withering influence of 
years. Even the leaf is to keep green, it is 
not to become sear and yellow. And the leaf 
is the early thing, the first thing, the sign 
of the spring-time. ‘The tender leaves of 
hope.” These are to be upon the tree at 
seventy as they were at twenty. 

If we are rooted and grounded in Him the 
increasing years will have no terror. It isa 
pitiful sight to see an old person all out of 
sympathy with this generation of young 
people. I read recently from someone that 
“bobbed hair on a girl was no more a sign 
of a flapper than gray beard on a man was a 
sign of sainthood.” A girlhood friend of 
mine was telling me how distressed she was 
over the fact that her lovely granddaughter 
had had her hair bobbed. I reminded my 
friend that in 1875 we wore our hair bobbed 
down over our foreheads to our eyebrows. 
We have some tin-type pictures to testify. 
Now, if the girl of 1875 could bob her hair 
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before, why can’t the girl of 1925 bob hers 
behind? Wecan harbor cross, critical, crab- 
bed thoughts until we will come to look like 
an animated vinegar cruet. Our wrinkles 
are tell-tales. Time is putting a “permanent 
wave” on our faces; let’s see to it that the 
lines turn up instead of down and that our 
visage may reflect that which is true; that 
which is pure; that which is lovely; that 
which is of good report. 

Illumination must begin in the soul; the 
face catches the glow only from that side. 

Ruskin said, “He only is advancing in life 
whose heart is getting softer, whose blood 
warmer, whose brain quicker, whose spirit is 
entering into living peace.” 

Old age is honorable if it carries a head 
that has a halo. The Psalmist says, “Mine 
age is as nothing.” God does not measure 
life by the count of years. He sends us into 
this world to stay a little while, but immor- 
tality is written upon the brow of every soul. 
It is life that matters, not years. 
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“O>-thatal see Haka 

What though Time cut furrows in my face, 
My heart may ever add grace to grace, 

Grace with added days 

Still keeping pace, 

O, that I may grow.”’—Maltbie D. Babcock. 


G. Stanley Hall said, “The real fall of man 
is to do things without zest. To grow old is 
to feel old. Needlessly to lose the best feel- 
ings of youth is the great sin of maturity.” 

Old age has its compensations. Life loses 
none of its attractions when a serene old age 
comes on. More leisure affords the oppor- 
tunity to take it easy. “Hurry up” is not in 
the vocabulary of age. With the increasing 
years each day seems larger and life a great- 
er thing. One grows more hopeful and pa- 
tient if he believes in God and is walking 
daily with his elder brother, Jesus Christ. 
Family life grows deeper in its channels and 
stronger in its currents. There are so many 
beautiful things to think about. We can en- 
joy the aftermath of all that is gone before 
and look forward, eagerly, to the joy that is - 
set before us. The well spring of pure, un- 
adulterated joy lives only in the hearts of 
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those who tread the Highway. We have 
learned that even in the somber lowlands we 
may live on the spiritual hills of God. O, 
that our latter years may be as a beautiful 
Indian summer and not a winter of discon- 
tent. Those who live on the mountain have 
a longer day than those who live in the val- 
ley. Sometimes all we need to brighten our 
day is to rise a little higher. You may see 
the sun as you reach the heights. 


“Let me grow lovely, growing old, 
So many fine things do, 

Laces and ivory and gold 

And silks need not be new. 


There is healing in old trees, 
Old streets a glamour hold, 
Why can not I, as well as these 
Grow lovely growing old?” 


Prayer 


Dear Lord, Thou art our refreshment in weari- 
ness; thou our comfort in trouble; thou our refuge 
in temptation; thou in sickness our Great Physi- 
cian; thou in sorrow our solace; thou in death our 
Life; thou in judgment our Redeemer; thou dost 
never leave us nor forsake us; thou hast verified 
thy promise, “At evening time it shall be light.” 
We praise and bless thy name. 


VII 


“OUR FATHER WHO ART IN 
HEAVEN” 


HAT is commonly known as our 

Lord’s Prayer we find recorded in 

Matthew 6:9-13 and Luke 11:2-4. 
There is a little difference in the two render- 
ings. 

This prayer is really the prayer of the dis- 
ciples as taught to them by their Lord. He 
came to them saying “After this manner, 
pray ye.” The prayer naturally divides it- 
self into three parts. The first part pertains 
to God, the second part to us and the third 
part is an ascription of praise to the Ever- 
lasting God. This prayer is so concise that 
it seems as if it might be called a code, just 
suggesting the boundless sweeps of His love 
and power. In the first part He speaks of 
three things—His Name, His Kingdom and 
His Will. 
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His Name—lIt is to be hallowed, revered 
throughout all generations, and this name 
“Our Father” signifies the fatherhood of 
God and the brotherhood of man. No name 
so wonderful, so powerful as “God.” We 
should never profane our lips in the use of 
the name in any way, but always use it in 
deep reverence and adoration. 

His Kingdom—It shall fill the whole earth. 
His Son, Jesus, was the General Surveyor 
of the field of this Kingdom. He set His 
compass down in Jerusalem, then swept out 
the lines until they encompassed the world 
that was and the world that was to be. The 
Father Heart can never be satisfied until 
every creature shall have heard of the salva- 
tion of our God. This is the mission of 
every individual Christian—‘To tell the old, 
old story,” until the knowledge of the glory 
of the Lord shall cover the earth as the 
waters cover the sea. 

His Will—Jesus said, ‘““My meat and drink 
is to do the will of Him that sent me.” So 
it should be of every follower of the Lord 
Jesus Christ. When to do His Will is our 
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consuming desire, then will our souls be fed 
on the Hidden Manna. 

The second part of the prayer refers to us 
three times. We ask Him that he will feed 
us, forgive us and keep us straight. He does 
give us our daily bread with all the bounti- 
ful supply of the field’s harvest. He sends 
the sunshine and the rain and makes the 
seed of our sowing to grow and multiply 
and fructify until there is always plenty and 
to spare. God always gives with a lavish 
hand, and the reason some are poor and 
cold and hungry is because man has not yet 
learned how to rightly distribute His good 
gifts. “Of His fulness have we all received.” 

“Forgive us our debts as we forgive our 
debtors.”” How inconsistent it is for us to 
come to God and ask forgiveness if we har- 
bor unforgiveness in our hearts toward any- 
body. 

“Lead us not into temptation, but deliver 
us from evil.” When we ask God to thus 
lead us we should shun every temptation and 
not put ourselves in the way of evil. Then 
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it will be God and man working together 
for the soul’s redemption. 

“For thine is the kingdom and the power 
and the glory, forever and ever.” ‘This is, 
and will be in that great day when every na- 
tion, tribe and tongue shall gather, the 
heart’s adoration of mankind poured out in 
praise to Him. 

Jesus not only gave us this beautiful 
prayer but he taught us by example. His 
whole life was a life of prayer. He began 
the day with God, and rising up very early 
in the morning, a great while before day, he 
departed into the mountain to pray. In all 
of life’s decisions he prayed first. At His 
baptism, before the Jewish authorities, be- 
fore choosing the twelve, before the trans- 
figuration, before His passion, before teach- 
ing the Lord’s prayer and on the cross. 

There are three intercessors—Christ, the 
Holy Spirit and ourselves. Jesus prayed for 
little children, the blind man, Simon Peter 
taken in temptation, for enemies, laborers, 
and in the seventeenth chapter of John he 
prayed for the whole community of be- 
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lievers. He said, “I pray ‘not for these 
(apostles) alone, but for all them that be- 
lieve on me through their word.” ‘That 
means you and me. He prayed for three 
things—for their unity, their purity and 
their consecration. Jesus now liveth and 
maketh intercession for us at the right hand 
of God, and then we read “And in like man- 
ner the Spirit also helpeth our infirmity; for 
we know not how to pray as we ought, but 
the Spirit himself maketh intercession for us 
with groaning which cannot be uttered.” 

What a gracious privilege is ours to be 
able to pray for each other, and that our 
petitions in a more mystical way than the ra- 
dio may encompass the earth, and comfort 
and strengthen and solace those that are 
thousands of miles away. 


“The weary ones had rest, the sad had joy 
That day. I wondered how. 

A plowman at his work had prayed 

“Lord bless them now.” 


Away in foreign lands they wondered how 
Their single word had power. 

At home the Christians, two or three, had met 
To pray an hour. 
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Yes, we're always wondering, wondering how, 
Because we do not see 

Someone unknown, perhaps, and far away 

On bended knee.” 


One of the most illuminating little books 
that I have read on Prayer is J. Stuart Hol- 
den’s “The Price of Power.’ Prayer is the 
secret of power. Prayer links us with the 
inexhaustible dynamic. 

I have a poem written by Bert Litson Tay- 
lor that seems to me to round out a cycle of 
human life. In infancy we are at first taught 
to lisp the name of Jesus in the prayer “Now 
I lay me down to sleep.” In Mr. Taylor’s 
poem he shows us that nothing could be 
more appropriate and consoling when life’s 
embers burn low than these same simple 
words learned at our mothers’ knees: 


Prayer 


Sundown 
When my sun of life is low, 
When the dewy shadows creep, 
Say for me, before I go, 
“Now I lay me down to sleep.” 


I am at the journey’s end, 
I have sown and I must reap. 
There are no more ways to mend. 
“Now I lay me down to sleep.” 
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Nothing more to doubt or dare, 
Nothing more to give or keep, 
Say for me the children’s prayer— 
“Now I lay me down to sleep.” 


Who has learned along the way, 
Primrose path or stony steep, 

More of wisdom than to say 
“Now I lay me down to sleep?” 


What have you more wise to tell 
When the shadows round us creep? 
All is over, all is well, 
“Now I lay me down to sleep.” 


a 


Birds 


VIII 
BIRDS 


“Lo! the winter is past, the rain is over and gone, 
the flowers appear again upon the earth, the time 
of the singing of birds is come and the voice of the 
turtle dove is heard in the land.”—Song of Solomon. 


“A gush of bird song, a patter of dew, 
A cloud and a rainbow’s warning; 
Suddenly sunshine and a perfect blue, 

An April Day in the morning.” 


HIS early Spring morning I am looking 
out of a window of the mansion of the 
Southern Christian Institute at Ed- 
wards, Mississippi. The view toward the 
west seems like illimitable space; it is a 
scene of languorous beauty; trees and grassy 
fields, browsing cattle and drowsy looking 
mules; boys and girls coming by the road 
and across fields to the school house. Nar- 
cissus and violets and daffodils are plucked 
from the green sward and brought by the 
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children to teachers and friends. Over all 
this scene of beauty is a burst of bird song. 
The mocking bird in the nearby chinaberry 
tree awakens us about four in the morning 
that we may not miss a note from this “in- 
visible choir.” The red bird darts in and 
out among the trees like a streak of flame 
and his whistle is always from a cheery 
heart. The blue birds and meadow larks 
have stayed here all winter; the robins only 
stop for a call on their way north. 

Nearby to the north I hear the gurgle and 
fall of the Big Black River as it tumbles over 
rocks and stones on its hurried way to the 
sea. This is God’s world and these birds are 
a troupe of His minstrels. A mercy to the 
heart is all this loveliness. There is healing 
for body and spirit in God’s out-of-doors. 
All of these things are evidence of God’s 
thoughtfulness for us. I am just back from 
a sudden and serious illness, going down 
very near to the “valley and shadow,” but 
all weariness of body seems to slip away 
in these heavenly solitudes. 
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“When Spring comes home! 

How passing sweet it is to know 
Our spirits like God’s violets grow, 
When Spring comes home. 


And Spring comes home! 

When life’s long winter faints and dies, 
There dawns upon our watching eyes 
Heaven’s Spring come home.”’—Bishop Quayle. 


We should all be lovers of birds, “our little 
brothers of the air.” We are so dependent 
upon them. They assist in the care of trees 
and plants, helping to destroy the insects 
that are so troublesome. It becomes us to 
do all we can for the comfort and protection 
of our song birds; they are such pleasant 
neighbors and possess the qualities so often 
found recommended in companions—refine- 
ment, a social disposition, a talent for music. 

Dr. Francis EF. Clark, in a recent number 
of the Christian Endeavor World, tells us 
something of the city birds. One of the 
features that makes Venice famous is the 
great flock of doves in St. Mark’s Square. 
They settle on the hands and shoulders of 
visitors, begging for a largess. The same 
sight can be seen on Boston Common and in 
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the parks of many of our American cities. It 
is one of the most alluring sights I know to 
see the confiding doves flitting by the score 
around any man, woman or child who has a 
few crumbs or grains of corn in his hands. 
It is good for the doves to thus get their 
daily bread and equally good for the humans 
who thus do good as they have opportunity. 

It is not so easy to make friends of the 
birds and squirrels in the country. ‘The rea- 
son is obvious. In the city the birds never 
see a man with a gun looking for a good 
shot. In the country he is not an uncom- 
mon sight. The man with the gun has pre- 
judiced all wild creatures against mankind. 
They no longer trust us. So in the relation 
of man with man. If you trust another man 
he will trust you and will be likely to do 
right by you. 

The birds can teach us lessons in national 
relationships. For scores of years the na- 
tions have been out gunning for each other. 
They have all been carrying pistols in their 
hip pockets and rifles on their shoulders. So 
they have gone in for forts and guns and 
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men of war, and the whole world has been 
laid low in the most awful war of history. 


Overheard in an Orchard: 


“Said the sparrow to the robin 

‘T should really like to know 
Why these anxious human beings 
Rush about and worry so!’ 


Said the robin to the sparrow 

‘Friend, I think that it must be 

They have no loving Heavenly Father 
Such as cares for you and me.’”’ 


“Are not two sparrows sold for a farthing? 
And one of them shall not fall on the ground 
without your Father. But the very hairs of 
your head are numbered. Fear ye not, 
therefore, ye are of more value than many 
sparrows.” ‘These are the assuring words of 
Jesus. Gypsy Smith said—‘“There’s never a 
sparrow falls but that the Heavenly Father 
attends the funeral,” 

One of the most impressive stories told of 
Lincoln is that when he was riding along an 
Illinois road he saw that a bird’s nest with 
little ones in it had been blown down; he 
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got off his horse, waded through the mud, 
picked up the nest and placed it back secure- 
ly in the tree. “Thy gentleness hath made 
thee great,” I thought must have been writ- 
ten of him 

Robert Louis Stevenson was a great lover 
of birds. Once when he was recovering from 
an illness out in California he retired to an 
old mining camp in the mountains called 
“Silverado.” In the evening before sunset 
he would go out on the balcony and watch 
the sun sinking behind the hills. The birds, 
he said, came out to sing. ‘They ended the 
day piping songs of praise to God. “Why,” 
said he, “should we humans not end the day 
with a song of triumph?” 

Robert Louis finally went to the Island of 
Samoa and seven thousand feet up the 
mountainside built him a home; the natives 
built a white road leading up to his place, 
he had so endeared himself to the people. 
He called this white way “The Road of the 
Loving Hearts.” One day there on that 
height his white ship left the home dock for 
the land of the perfect day and the poor 
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worn body was carried by those same native 
people to the very summit of that mountain, 
fourteen thousand feet above the sea, and 
laid to rest in Mother Earth’s bosom. The 
king of Samoa passed a law that there 
should never be another bird shot on the 
mountain, because Robert Louis Stevenson 
loved them so. All poets love birds. Seems 
to me there is something vitally wrong with 
anybody who does not love these tiny warb- 
lers with hearts so full of melody and good 
cheer. 

Paul Lawrence Dunbar, the negro poet, at 
the time of great physical suffering and 
weakness, wrote this challenge to endurance 
and happiness: 


“Just whistle a bit if the day be dark 
And the sky is overcast; 

If mute be the voice of the piping lark 
Why, pipe your own small blast.” 


“And it is wonderful how o’er the gray sky track 
The truant warbler comes stealing back. 

But why need he come? For your soul’s at rest 
And the song in the heart, ah! that is the best.” 


Robert Louis Stevenson, Paul Lawrence 
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Dunbar, Sidney Lanier, were three poets 
who through long years of wasting disease 
and pain were very apostles of sunshine. 
How indebted to them are we for some of 
the most beautiful things in the English 
language! 

“It is the crushed grape that yields the 
blood-red wine, And the bruised soul that 
breathes the sweetest melody.” 

I went to call on Paul Lawrence Dunbar’s 
mother once when I was in Dayton. How 
the mother heart glowed and the face shone 
as she told us of her only child—the poet. 
With tenderness and reverence she handled 
the books and souvenirs of his library. Her 
name is Malindy. I asked “Did your son 
mean you when he wrote ‘When Malindy 
sings?” With pride and dignity she 
answered, “Paul Lawrence always meant me 
when he said “Malindy.” 

Migratory birds invisible to the eye have 
been detected by the telescope crossing the 
disc of the sun six miles above the earth. 
They have found one of the secret places of 
the Most High, invisible to the human eye. 
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Hidden in the light, they were delightfully 
safe from fear or evil. Thus it is with the 
soul that soars into the heavenly places; no 
arrow can reach it, no fowler betray it, no 
creature of prey make it afraid; it abides in 
the shadow of the Almighty; a vantage 
ground of peace and joy. 

Just as brave birds mount above the temp- 
est into the blue heavens and the golden 
sunshine, so the devout soul in faith and 
prayer, in hallowed thought and feeling, 
wings its way into the calm azure of the 
heaven of heavens, until the storms are over, 
past and gone. 


“The little birds trust God as they go singing 
From autumn woods where wintry winds have 
blown; . 
With joyous faith their trackless pathway winging 
To summer land of song afar unknown. 


And if He cares for them through wintry weather, 
And will not disappoint one little bird, 

Will He not be as good a Heavenly Father 
To every one who trusts His blessed word? 


Then let us go with singing, not with sighing, 
Since we are sure our times are in His hands. 
Why should we weep and fear and call it dying? 

Tis only flitting through a summer-land.” 
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Dear Father, the day returns and brings us the 
petty round of irritating concerns and duties. Help 
us to play the man; help us to perform the duties 
with laughter and kind faces; let cheerfulness 
abound with industry. Give us to go blithely on 
our business all this day, bring us to our resting 
beds, weary, content and undishonored, and 
grant us in the end the gift of sleep. In Jesus’ ae 

—R. L.S. 


IX 
MOTHERS 


“As a mother comforteth her child” 


HERE is no relationship in life that 

carries such responsibility as mother- 

hood. Nor one that bears with it such 
love and ecstasy, such grief and suffering, for 
just so surely as the aged Simeon prophesied 
to Mary the mother of Jesus, that many ar- 
rows would pierce her soul, so may every 
woman that goes down into the valley and 
shadow of death to bring forth a child know 
that for her there is pain and suffering 
mingled with her cup of joy. As the 
daughters of Jerusalem followed the “Son 
of Man” up Golgotha’s hill, so will every 
mother follow her son whatever may befall, 
even to the end of life. Through the suffer- 
ing of her child, the mother endures more 
pain than if it were inflicted on her own 
body. The children bear the wounds, but 
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the mother bears the scars. There is no 
word that touches the human heart like the 
word “mother” and no theme has ever 
brought forth such tributes from writers 
and artists. 

What are Raphael’s Madonnas but the 
shadows of a mother’s love fixed in perman- 
ent outline forever? 

Lincoln said he owed all he was to his 
angel mother and Winston Churchill says, 
“Behind every man stands a mother who ac- 
counts for him.” 

Carlyle thought of his mother as a “Holy 
of Holies.” 

“My mother was the making of me,” said 
Thomas Edison. “She was so sure of me I 
felt that I must not disappoint her.” 

“All that I ever accomplished in life,” de- 
clared Dwight L. Moody, “I owe to my 
mother.” 

“In the shadow of every great man’s fame 
walks his mother,” says Dorothy Dix. 

Napoleon said: “Let France have good 
mothers and she will have good sons.” 

God made mothers before he made mini- 
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sters and Dr. Cuyler used to say “The pro- 
gress of Christ’s Kingdom depends more 
upon the influence of faithful, wise, Godly 
mothers than upon any other human 
agency.” Alice Stone Blackwell said of her 
mother, Lucy Stone, “To live in a house 
with such a mother was like growing up 
under the shadow of Bunker Hill Monu- 
ment.” 

A new universe is created every time a 
child is born into the world. How wonder- 
ful it would have been if the country neigh- 
borhood women who ministered at the birth 
of Abraham Lincoln could have realized 
that he was to be a world figure and the 
Great Emancipator. 

Mark Twain said of his birth place: ot 
was born Nov. 30, 1835, in Monroe Co., Mo., 
in an almost invisible village, a mud hole 
fringed with log cabins and embroidered 
with malaria.” It is likely that Mark Twain 
greeted the world with the universal vola- 
puk, a cry, but he was certainly born to 
make people laugh. It is easier to cry than 
to laugh; we never cry unless we feel like it, 
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but we learn to laugh sometimes when our 
hearts are full of tears. 

Josh Billings says: “Laughin’ is a sensa- 
tion of feelin’ good all over but showin’ par- 
ticular in one place.” 

Joy is the sunshine of the soul and laugh- 
ter is the greatest antiseptic and mental 
purifier ‘known. 

Frances Willard was the greatest woman 
of the age. She was never privileged to 
have a home and children of her own, but 
she made the whole world more homey and 
mothered thousands of wearied, wayward, 
discouraged outcast people, and they rise up 
and call her blessed. When she was near- 
ing the land of the never setting sun al- 
most the last words she uttered to her loved 
friend were: “I have crept in with mother 
and it is the same beautiful world and the 
same people, remember that—it is just the 
same.” Her book, “A Great Mother” is a 
fine contribution to Christian motherhood. 
She called her mother “St. Courageous.” 
Nearly every great man and woman who 
are beacon lights in history have reverently 
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laid the laurel wreath upon the snowy brow 
of a noble mother. Largely upon the mother 
devolves the duty of training the child. It 
can not be relegated to nurses and teachers, 
for no one can touch the glowing sparks of 
a life purpose in the heart of a child like a 
mother. 

A mother once went to a Greek philoso- 
pher and asked him to undertake the educa- 
tion of her child. ‘How old is he?” “Five 
years.” “No, it is too late. It should have 
begun five years ago.” Oliver Wendell 
Holmes said: “A child’s education should 
begin one thousand years before he is born.” 

Kate Douglas Wiggins said: “I had rath- 
er be the children’s story-teller than the 
Queen’s favorite or the King’s counselor.” 

Children hunger for stories as they do for 
food. Every mother should fit herself for 
this service to her child. “If you fill the 
barrel with wheat—you may defy the devil 
to put in any tares. Weeds thrive in soil 
where no seed is sown.” 

Burbank says: “I have taken a scentless 
flower and made it have a perfume like the 
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arbutus plant; I have taken a tall plant and 
made it short.’ Children and plants are 
just alike. You can breed beauty and per- 
fume into a child’s life also. A ragamuffin 
grows where a boy hasn’t room to grow. If 
a boy has plenty of room, plenty of light, 
air, food and love, he will grow up into a 
good man. 

It is not the philosophies, the theories, 
nor the codes of ethics that a man acquires 
in his later years that really influence him. 
It is the things that he learned at his 
mother’s knee, the principles that she instill- 
ed into him, the tastes and habits that she 
formed, the strength and courage that she 
breathed into him. 

The wonderful things that men build in 
the days of their strength are but the repro- 
duction of the beautiful thoughts that were 
whispered in their ears in the days of early 
youth. 

The new life that was listed on the Ro- 
man Emperor’s scroll did not attract atten- 
tion. Prof. Dodds has said that men were 
as little aware of the true significance of 
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Jesus’ birth as the oxen with whom he 
shared his first sleeping place. They saw 
him with the same unconscious, stupid, 
bovine stare. 

Now every letter that is written, every 
legal document that is signed, every event 
in history, is designated and dated from the 
birth of this Bethlehem babe. 

“The race moves forward on the feet of 
little children.” 

The greatest tribute ever paid to a mother 
was made by Jesus upon the cross when in 
that last hour in the unutterable agony of 
death he was mindful of His mother, as if to 
teach us that this holy love should be our 
last earthly thought, the last point of earth 
from which the soul should take its flight to 
heaven. Motherhood is synonymous with 
fidelity. When seven sons were hanged on 
a high hill, two of Rizpah’s and five of 
Michal’s it was the mother Rizpah who 
came and spread sack cloth on the rocks in 
front of those dangling bodies and all day 
long, from the beginning of the barley har- 
vest until the rain fell, she kept the birds 
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away by day and the wild beasts at night 
until David’s heart relented and he had the 
bodies taken down and buried. It was this 
Old Testament tragedy that gave Kipling 
his theme for that matchless poem: 


“Tf I were hanged on the highest hill, 
Mother O’ Mine, Oh, Mother O’ Mine.” 


The present-day mother shows just such 
devotion. I know a mother who followed 
her son to the very door of his cell. She 
heard the key turn that shut him from the 
world for twenty years. She would have 
gladly borne his sin and the penalty to have 
made him free, but with anguished heart 
she turned back to her childless home to 
walk the weary years alone. 

I know mothers who keep the tireless 
watch over a child from the beginning of the 
barley harvest till the rain falls, trying to 
fight off the germs of a slowly wasting dis- 
ease that are eating the very vitals of his 
life. It would not be hard for her to lay 
down her life for that child. Such mothers 
enter into the mysteries of His sufferings 
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and know the meaning of the blood prints 
all the way. 

I am thinking of the many homes where 
I have visited and of the faithful loving 
mothers I have known, and I am praying for 
every one of them that they may be so guid- 
ed and led in the rearing of their children 
that not one of them shall ever have to take 
up Judah’s plaint and say: “How can I go 
up to the Father and the lad not be with 
me!” 


“But mother who that crown adorns 
Knows all its mingled blooms and thorns; 
And she whose feet that path have trod 
Has walked along the heights with God.” 


uy Prayer 

We pray thee Lord, to give to all parents who 
guide and care for little children that wisdom that 
cometh down from above. 

May they say, daily, as did the Lord Jesus: “For 
their sake I sanctify myself’ and so may they 
strive to do and to be their very best. 

Grant to us all, we pray, that as we touch the 
young life about us, we may be able to impart to 
them a stronger, sweeter faith. May they feel the 
presence of thy radiant spirit through us and be 
allured and won to the Highway of Life. Grant to 
us such a measure of thy spirit that we follow Thee 
in all self-denial and tenderness of soul and become 
more and more like Thee. For Jesus’ sake. 


X 
YOUTH 


“Unto you, young men, because you are strong.” 
y Pi 


“That our sons may be as plants grown up in their 
youth, 

And our daughters polished after the similitude of 
a palace.” 

T HAS been given me to know in the last 
| twelve years thousands of young men 

and women in churches, schools, colleges 
and camps. 

These young people have “opened for me 
the eastern windows that look toward the 
sun.” All our inspirations come in on the 
wings of the morning, our hopes, our aspir- 
ations. The confidences with these young 
men and women in heart-to-heart talks have 
been among the most blessed experiences of 
my life. . 

A great statesman once said: “Tell me 
what your young men and women are think- 
ing about and I’ll tell you what your coun- 
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try will be in twenty-five years from now.” 
From the glimpses I have had into the 
hearts of these young people I feel sure that 
they are living to build a better world. 

A few months ago J. H. Garrison wrote of 
a miracle that happened in his own living 
room. He heard there, sitting in his own 
easy chair, every word of President Cool- 
idge’s inaugural address. Mr. Garrison said, 
“We are beginning to see that a miracle is 
not a violation of law, but the calling into 
use of hitherto unknown laws.” 

I, too, witnessed a miracle in the begin- 
ning of a very serious illness in February, 
1925. I heard an announcement from the 
radio that Dr. J. E. Davis and family would 
be heard from the Central Church, Denver, 
Colorado, that Sunday evening. To my 
great delight I heard distinctly Dr. Davis’ 
children singing, “For You we are Pray- 
ing.” I had known and loved those children 
in their home, and to me their voices were 
like a solace from the sky. For days my 
barque of life tossed wearily on the tide. 
There was strong fighting for my life, but I 
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had given up. I had made every arrange- 
ment and put my house in order. On the 
evening of March ninth, after a day of in- 
tense suffering and restlessness, I looked — 
out from the Mt. Beulah windows to a most 
glorious sunset. That golden globe was to 
me the very gate of Heaven. I sighted the 
headlands of eternity. I fell into a deep 
sleep for two hours and this is what hap- 
pened! I seemed to be going up through 
gates and underneath and all about me were 
young people rising toward me, and among 
them my own dear children from Africa, all 
pleading for me not to leave them. I heard 
their voices as distinctly as I had heard the 
Davis children singing. I awakened with a 
new desire to live, and in a few days there 
came letters and telegrams telling of groups 
of young people who were coming together 
morning and evening to pray for my recov- 
ery. It was an experience I shall never for- 
get. My young people had lured me back, 
and if God wills I shall hope to go among 
them again. One of the favorite quotations 
I had given these young people was: 
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“Dream lofty dreams, and as you dream so shall 
you become. 

Every great achievement was at first and for a 
time a dream. 

The oak sleeps in the acorn— 

The bird waits in the egg— 

And in every high vision of the soul a wakening 
angel stirs.” 

Our dreams, our visions, our imaginings, 


are the blueprints by which we build our 
lives. Every home, every school, every 
church was at first a dream in someone’s 
mind. Our country was the dream of Col- 
umbus, Christianity was the dream of God 
for humanity. We are apt to be too critical 
of our young people. We had better exer- 
cise Emerson’s philosophy—‘‘Don’t bark at 
the bad, but chant the good.” Showing 
confidence in them helps to hold them to 
rectitude. 

The only plant of my heart’s garden that 
ever came to maturity is a son, a young 
man. I am sometimes accused of being par- 
tial to young men—maybe so. 


“Since I have had a son 

I cannot pray 

‘God help my son,’ unless I say 
God help all mother’s sons 
This day. 
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Since I have had a son 

I cannot see 

Another’s son hurt needlessly 
But the mother’s heart is torn 
In me. 


All mothers’ sons are mine 

Since I have had 

This brown-eyed, laughing little lad 
I love them all, the good, 

The bad. 


All mothers’ sons are mine, 

And so I say 

God bless the sons of earth this day, 
Shield them from needless hurt, 

I pray.” 


Prayer 


This psalm was written at a time of crisis in the 
singer’s heart: 

“O, God, thou art my God; early will I seek 
thee; my soul thirsteth for thee, my flesh longeth 
for thee in a dry and thirsty land where no water 
is; to see thy power and thy glory; so as I have 
seen thee in the sanctuary. Because thy loving- 
kindness is better than life, my lips shall praise 
thee. Thus will I praise thee while I live. I will 
lift up my hands in thy name. My soul shall be 
satisfied as with marrow and fatness, and my 
mouth shall praise thee with joyful lips: When I 
remember thee upon my bed, and meditate on thee 
in the night watches. Because thou hast been my 
help, therefore in the shadow of thy wings will I 
rejoice. My soul followeth hard after thee, thy 
right hand upholdeth me.—Psalm 63 :1—8. 


XI 
YEARS 


“T said, Days should speak and multitude of 
years teach wisdom.” Job 32:7. 

“We spend our years as a tale that is told.” 
Ps.. 90:9. 


“What hast thou in store for me 

Brave New Year 

Hidden beneath thy glistening robe of ice and 
snow? 

Are there sweet songs of birds and breath of lilacs 

And blushing blooms of June’s scent-laden rose? 


To me no pain or fear or sorrow 

Hast thou the power without His will to bring. 
And so I fear thee not, O untried morrow, 

For well I know my Father is thy King.” 


A BOUT thirty years ago I came across 


this little poem and committed it to 

memory. It has been my New Year’s 

verse of commitment ever since. It has 

helped me to face the unknown without fear, 

knowing that my Father is King. The 

word “Father” occurs more than two hun- 
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dred times in the New ‘Testament and 
twenty times Jesus speaks of Him as your 
Father. The omnipotent, all wise, all power- 
ful is my Father. I am the child of a King. 
It is good for one’s soul to sing softly and 
alone: 


“My Father is rich in houses and lands, 

He holdeth the wealth of the world in His hands. 
Of rubies and diamonds, of silver and gold— 
His coffers are full, He has riches untold. 

I am the child of a King.” 


The very thought that we are heirs, chil- 
dren of the King, will stimulate and invigor- 
ate us. We will walk the King’s Highway 
with heads erect, hearts undaunted, feeding 
upon the soul’s manna, singing, making 
melody in our hearts unto the Lord. 

I saw an earthly father bend low over his 
dying child whose body had been crushed 
by a heavy wagon. The agony of soul 
showed in great drops of sweat upon the 
father’s brow and hands. 

“Like as a father pitieth his children, so 
the Lord pitieth them that fear Him.” Ps. 
103 :13. 
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A vital part of all devotion is the remem- 
brance of the goodness of God. 

Frances Ridley Havergal kept a journal of 
mercies. She filled her record book with re- 
membrances of God’s goodness. Many a 
burdened, harassed soul has broken into sing- 
ing just by remembering His mercies. 

“Thy mercies, O Lord, are new every 
morning, and Thy loving kindness every 
night.” Past blessings can kindle the 
courage for today. 

I can not think quietly and steadily on the 
goodness of God without feeling my soul 
kindled into loving response. Love begets 
love. “We love Him because He first loved 
us.” So 


“With mingled hope and trust, no fear— 

I bid thee welcome, untried year; 

The paths before me pause to view 

Which I shall shun and which pursue. 

I read my faith with serious eye, 

I see the hopes and treasures fly; 

Behold thee on thy opening wing— 

New joy, new grief, new sorrow bring. 

God grant me grace my course to run; 
With one blest prayer—“Thy will be done.” 
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**A starry night brings 
to Childhood—W onder ; 
to Youth—Romance; 

to Maturity—Strength; 
to Old Age—Peace.” 


Postlude 


STARS 


“The heavens declare the glory of God.” 
CHILDHOOD—WONDER 


T WAS the month of March; the last 
beams of the sun fell upon the tree-tops 
to the East. A mother, named Vashti, 
peered anxiously out of the window toward 
the rushing stream that was fast overflow- 
ing its banks and becoming a torrent. 
Three eager-faced children clung to her 
ample skirts and gazed out excitedly upon 
the spring freshet, which to their childish 
minds was so terrifying. “Night dropped 
her sable curtain and pinned it with a star.” 
As if to quiet the fears of the children the 
mother directed their minds to the Star, 
teaching: 
“Twinkle, twinkle, little Star, 
How I wonder what you are; 
Up above the world so high, 


Like a diamond in the sky.” 
95 
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Seventy years have not dimmed the mem- 
ory of that star-lit night, nor the lesson that 
fell from the lips of my sainted mother. 

That was my first lesson in astronomy. 
Some time later I was taught the story of 
the “Bethlehem Star.” My heart was glad 
that for the waiting, watching Shepherds 
the star went before and twinkled and 
twinkled. “The star came and stood over 
where the young child lay.” 

Three years after, when a baby brother 
came from Heaven, I went out and looked 
for the star that would shine over his cradle, 
when I would hear my mother oft crooning 
over the sleeping babe: 


“Away in a manger 
No crib for his bed— 
The little Lord Jesus 
Lay down his sweet head. 


The cattle were lowing, 
The baby awakes, 

The little Lord Jesus 
No crying he makes. 


I love Thee, Lord Jesus, 
Look down from the sky, 
And stay by my cradle 
Till morning is nigh.” 
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What a rich heritage a child is robbed of 
whose mother does not sing softly over his 
bed. This cradle song was written by a 
Christian father five hundred years ago and 
sung to his own children. ‘Thousands of 
mothers have lifted up this paean of adora- 
tion to the Babe of the Ages as they have 
rocked and sung to their wee ones. 

An altar of sweet incense has arisen from 
these mother hearts as a holy tribute to the 
writer of the lullaby, Martin Luther. 

The next lesson was taught me by my 
father. He was a quiet, thoughtful, digni- 
fied man; he would impress anyone with his 
integrity, his probity, his staunchness of 
spirit. I stood in awe of him. There was a 
majesty about him that made him just the 
one to teach the Nineteenth Psalm: 

“The heavens declare the glory of God, 
and the firmament showeth his handiwork; 
Day unto day uttereth speech, and night 
unto night showeth knowledge.” 

He would read and I would repeat after 
him as we sat on the gallery of our village 
home, and the soft starry night enfolded us. 
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Never have I read or heard that psalm since 
but that my father, the home, the porch, the 
Milky Way, are all visualized to me. That 
psalm was a star in the darkness of an Oc- 
tober night when I received a message at 
boarding school that my father’s white ship 
had turned toward the eternal port. 


YOUTH—ROMANCE 


The jingle of sleigh-bells ever starts sweet 
memories in my heart, of a laughing, rollick- 
ing crowd of Hoosier boys and girls out on 
a bright winter night for a sleigh-ride. A 
long sled, filled deep with straw, an old com- 
forter spread on top, ten or fifteen hot 
bricks making the temperature as warm and 
comfortable as a limousine electrically heat- 
ed, though our breath would freeze and 
make a white steamy cloud in front of us. 
Long icicles would form on the steaming 
noses of the horses, but they too seemed to 
enjoy the sport, being always blanketed and 
fed well at the end of the race. “The pale 
stars climbed the purple heights like sheep,” 
following the twinkling bells. Like lovers of 
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all generations we claimed the seven bright 
stars that formed the “Dipper,” for we knew 
that by this constellation we could locate the 
North or Pole Star. 

It was at this witching hour that Romance 
was turning the compass needle of my soul 
to the Pole Star of my life, and O, how it 
gleamed and glowed through thirty-nine 
years of blessed home life, and through 
eleven long years of widowhood I can still 
feel the pull of this Star—the Star of Love. 


MATURITY—STRENGTH 


HENEVER a home is established by 
W any young couple, they begin to 

realize that the compulsion of life is 
upon them. 

New duties, new responsibilities are 
theirs. To establish a home and maintain 
it; to rear children in the nurture and ad- 
monition of the Lord, is a career calling for 
the very best there is in one. 

Love, faithfulness, constancy, forbear- 
ance, gentleness, industry, thrift; all these 
homely attributes, these sterling virtues, are 


100 ALTAR SONGS 


required to build a home. It is the lack of 
these fundamentals of character that causes 
so many wrecks on the shoals of divorce. 

“For better or for worse;” “Till death do 
us part;’ “So long as we both shall live,” 
are solemn vows made in the presence of 
God and man, and the seal of the Almighty 
is upon them. 

Far be it from the newlyweds to think 
that the first ten years of married life will be 
a perpetual honeymoon. Courtship is just 
the kindergarten class of matrimony. We 
are all human and have failings, faults and 
foibles. Marriage is not a summer picnic; it 
does not banish trial, sorrow, pain and suf- 
fering from life, even if it be an ideal union, 
but it enables two to face life’s problems 
together, finding courage, strength and 
refuge in each other. 

Love is a plant that will not grow unless 
cultivated by two people. Love is fed by 
confidence, trust, faith, and serene, restful 
reliance, even as the plant is nourished and 
fed by the sunshine and the rain. I recall a 
beautiful Dorothy Perkins rose which grew 


STARS 101 


on a trellised porch of the home of one of my 
friends. Pink and delicate and beautiful! I 
always wanted to be there at the blooming 
time. But one year I went and the end 
of the porch was bare; beetles and bugs and 
leaf lice had destroyed the very life of that 
vine. There is a young bride in a neighbor- 
ing town, a real Dorothy Perkins, pink and 
delicate and beautiful. She and her fine 
young husband have established a little 
home of their own. Now they stand in the 
shadow of the greatest tragedy of life, if they 
allow the pests of jealousy, nagging, hypoc- 
risy, slovenliness or unkindness to sap the 
vitality of their daily lives. If it does, that 
home will be destroyed as surely as was the 
rose vine. 

The flowing tides of life have brought to 
me varied experiences. The first four years 
of our married life brought us two tiny 
babies. They only stayed long enough to 
twine the tendrils of our hearts about them, 
then slipped away, leaving us bereft and sor- 
rowful. This grief did but cement our 
hearts more closely, and I do not see how 
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either one of us could have borne it alone. 
We often looked up at the stars and saw 
them through our tears, heeding the admon- 
ition of the prophet Amos, “Seek Him that 
maketh the seven stars and Orion.” 


“Alas for him who never sees 
The stars shine through his cypress trees.” 


In these lonely days a friend gave me a 
copy of Charles Dickens’ “Child’s Dream of 
a Star.” Nothing more beautiful in the 
English language had I seen. I committed 
it to memory and have often cried out, as 
did the child in the poem: “I see the Star! I 
see the Star!” 

Ten years elapsed. Very early in the 
morning, as it began to dawn toward one 
28th of July, with an indescribable ecstasy I 
found myself looking down into the eyes of 
a babe which held the most bewitching 
stars I had ever yet seen. They were 
blinking ever so faintly, for they were 
“newborn stars.” They were set as a sign 
unto me, a sign that I should walk softly 
with my Lord, for was not an immortal soul 
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committed unto me? We called him 
Emory. 

A quarter of a century becomes like a tale 
that is told. 

Sir David Brewster could not have found 
more joy in that first optical toy instrument 
which his hands formed in 1815 than I am 
enjoying now with the aroma of the past en- 
folding me as I spy through my life’s kaleid- 
oscope. 

“The object box” of my magic tube is also 
filled with fragments, not of varicolored 
glass, however, which at every turn take on 
sudden and unexpected changes, from one 
graceful starry form to another; my frag- 
ments, rather, are days which contribute an 
endless variety of color, forming brilliant 
starry images. 

I linger fondly over each turn of the axis 
and lovingly gaze at the reflections cast on 
the mirror of my heart. I count these sym- 
metrical starry designs, while the fragments 
alter their positions, each turn a year, until 
I have reviewed them all—my constellation 
of seventy-three years. Standing out vivid- 
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ly among its scenes is a midnight when Mr. 
Ross and I and a sweet young girl who had 
become the enchantress of all our hearts, 
went to the railroad station to bid Emory 
goodbye as he started on his long journey to 
the land of “The Golden Crested Crane’— 
Africa. 

The scene changes. Our days are swifter 
than a weaver’s shuttle. 


“Sunset and evening star 
And one clear call” 


Sixty-two years Mr. Ross had traveled 
this earth’s journey, then went away “To the 
land ’o the Leal.” 


“Where there is no pain, no death, no tears 
In that city four square. 

And they count not time by the years 
In that city four square.” 


And every star became to me a holy altar 
light. 
AGE—PEACE 


I resumed my pilgrimage alone, and yet 
not alone, for there is One who walks with 


STARS 105 


me like unto the Son of Man. “When thou 
passeth through the waters I will be with 
thee” became a verity to my soul. God gave 
to me songs in the night; beauty for ashes; 
the garment of praise for the spirit of heavi- 
ness. “The Lord is the strength of my life’ 
became my morning altar utterance. “Every 
man is immortal till his work is done.” A 
call came to me from our church leaders to 
go out into the missionary service. It was 
to me as the voice of the Lord, saying: ‘This 
is the way, walk ye init.” I’ve traveled in 
every state in the Union and in Canada. If 
the promise vouchsafed to Joshua were made 
to me, “Surely, the land whereon thy foot 
hath trod shall be thine forever,” I’d own 
half the continent. Hundreds of Christian 
homes have been opened to me and I have 
been swathed in the love of thousands of 
hearts. And yet I know of a surety that 
“The eternal God is my dwelling place, and 
underneath are the everlasting arms.” 

The stars and flowers tell of a supernal 
wisdom and beauty abiding in the universe 
and shaping it as an artist shapes his work. 
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It is worth remembering that most of the 
great astronomers and botanists have been 
great believers in God. The oldest and 
strongest poem of the ancients is about the 
stars. It was written by Job, one thousand 
five hundred years before Christ. ‘“Canst 
thou bind the clusters of the Pleiades or 
loose the band of Orion?” 

“And God alone stretcheth out the 
heavens and maketh the Bear and the Orion 
and the Pleiades.” 

“Every bird and every tree, 
Every twinkling star I see 
Hath something good to say to me.” 

Scientists are unable to put into words 
the effect the moon has in being able to lift 
up the waters of the sea with a magic draw- 
ing power. They call it the “tide.” Neither 
can I describe the effect that a certain sea- 
going ship, with its prow turned toward 
Africa, had upon me, as I stood on the wharf 
at New Orleans one early evening hour. I 
heard the order “All aboard,” saw the gang- 
plank lifted, heard the gong sound, the bell 
ring, and saw dimly that ship sail out over 
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the mighty deep. The American flag un- 
furled as the breeze filled its folds, and there 
was displayed the Stars and Stripes, under 
whose protection Emory Ross and his bride, 
Myrta Pearson Ross were sailing, with 
sealed orders from the King of Kings as am- 
bassadors for Christ. The tide of my heart 
went out with that ship. 


“The stars come nightly to the sky, 
The tidal wave unto the sea, 

Nor time, nor space, nor deed, nor high 
Can keep my own away from me.” 


For four years I had silhouetted on my 
brain the masts and sails of that ship against 
the far horizon—God’s firmament—where 
the sky and sea became one. In my yearn- 
ing soul I could not detect which was sea 
and which was sky. 

One day in August I received a cablegram 
from Congo: “Betty Ross born.” She was 
my namesake. I felt strangely glorified. 
James Barrie says: “A grand-parent is a 
parent once removed, and the removal has 
done him good.” I felt good. 

Two years later, one May day, another 
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cablegram came: “Roger Ross born.” I felt 
suddenly exalted. Betsy Ross in her ingle- 
nook in Philadelphia cutting stars for 
George Washington and the new-born Govy- 
ernment seemed very near to me—sort of 
kin. 

Another day I went to New York to 
watch my ship come in. The majestic 
Mauretania was too slow for me and I know 
it was for them, too, who were coming back 
to 


“The land of room enough, beyond the Ocean bars, 
Where the air is full of sunshine, and the flag is full 
of stars.” 

For ten months I sipped the nectar of hav- 
ing my very own; then went again to New 
York to watch my ship sail out. Hundreds 
of people were on the ship and on the dock. 
I saw, and dimly, only four of them. Ah me, 


“The soul would have no rainbow 
If the eyes had no tears.” 


Some one has likened our ocean steamers 
to “shuttles in God’s weaving, moving ever 
across the world, bearing the threads of His 
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great tapestry.’ They are weaving the 
cloth of gold, and gladly do I give them to 
the task. 

I could go out and kiss a thousand stars 
for the love of them. The peace of God 
which passeth all understanding garrisons 
my heart. 

I feel the hand of a little child in each one 
of my own as we hold a hushed vesper ser- 
vice. The cycle of a life-time is bound to- 
gether by our voices: 


“Twinkle, twinkle, little star, 
How I wonder what you are 
Up above the world so high, 
Like a diamond in the sky.” 


Prayer 


Almighty God, Our Heavenly Father, when we 
consider the heavens, the work of thy hands, our 
hearts are filled with wonder and praise. Help us, 
we pray thee, to so meditate upon thee and thy 
works, that earthly jargons may cease and we may 
have in our hearts that peace that passeth all un- 
derstanding. Abide in our souls, we pray thee, and 
give us strength to meet every trial, we pray in the 
name of Jesus. 


